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; HE Author of the 
following POR M 
begs Leave to in- 
ſcribe this his firſt 


Performance to your Name, 
and OY: Unknown him- 
e ced by 
uſe, He yet ventures 
ach You, with a mo- 


deſt Chearfulneſs : "Bo or, who- 
ever attempts to excel in any 
| Generous Art, tho he comes 
alone, and unregarded by the 
World, may hope for your 
Notice, and Eſteem. Happy 
if I can, in any Degree, merit 
this Good Fortune: As every 
Ornament, and Grace, of Polite 
Learning is Yours, Your ſingle 
Approbation will be my Fame. 


I Dart not indulge my 
Heart, by dwelling on your 
ablic Character; on that ex- 
alted Honour, * Integrity, 
which diſtinguiſh You, in that 
e Auguſt Aſſembly, where You 
preſide ; that unſhaken Loyalty 


to 


Your Sovereign, that diſ- 
Entereſted Concern for his 
＋ eople, which ſhine out, uni- 
ted, in all your Behaviour, and 
finiſh the Patriot. I am con- 
ſcious of my Want of Strength, 
and Skill for ſo delicate an Un- 


Wcrtaking : And yet, as the 


% a 


ee] and acknowledge the In- 
uence of the Sun with as 
+ Iively a Gratitude, as the Great 
4 7 an, in his Palace, even I may 
be allowed to publiſh y Senſe 
[of thoſe Bleſſings, which, from 
o many powerful Vertues, are 


derived to the Nation they 
b adorn. 


» : Te 


3 Shepherd, 1 in his Cottage, may 


at "create af 


. 


I conclude with ſaying, that 
your fine Diſcernment and 
Humanity, in your Private 

Capacity, are ſo conſpicuous, 
that, if this Addreſs is not 
received with ſome 
it will be a ſevere Cc 1 
that what I have written has 
not the leaſt Share of Merit. 


eV © 
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I am, 
 Withthe profoundeft Reſpef, 
3 R, 


Tour moſt devoted, 
and moſt faithful, 
Humble Servant 3 


James T homſon. 
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Au neither ignorant, 
nor concern'd, how 
much One may ſuffer 
in the Opinion of ſe- 
veral Perſons of great 
Gravity, and Character, by the Study, 
and Purſuit, of Po ET Rx. 


Altho' there may ſeem to be ſome 
Appearance of Reaſon for the preſent 
Contempt of it, as managed by the 
moſt part of our modern Writers, 

Jeb 
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yet that any Man ſhould, feriouſly, 1 
declare againſt that DI INE ART is, 

really, amazing. It is declaring a- 
gainſt the moſt charming Power of J- 
magination, the moſt exalting Force of 
Thought, the moſt affecting Touch of nM 
Sentiment; in a Word, againſt the 
very Soul of all Learning, and Polite- 
neſs. It is affronting the univerſal 
Tafte of Mankind, and declaring a- 
gainſt what has charmbd the liſtening 
World from Moſes down to Milton. 
In fine, it 1s, even, declaring againſt 
the ſublimeſt Paſſages of the inſpired 
Writings themſelves, and what ſeems 
to be the peculiar Language of Heaven. 


| The Truth of the Caſe is this: Theſe 
weak-fighted Gentlemen cannot bear 
the ſtrong Light of Po ET Rx, and the 
finer, and more amuſing, Scene of 
Things it diſplays; but muſt Thoſe, 
therefore, whom Heaven has bleſſed 

with 


L | The PREFACE. II 
Vith the diſcerning Eye ſhut it, to keep 
chem Company. 


It is pleaſant enough, however, to 
4 obſerve, frequently, in theſe Enemies of 
Norxr, an aukward Imitation of 
it. They ſometimes, have their little 
Brightneſſes, when the opening Glooms 
will permit. Nay, I have ſeen their 
Heavineſs, on ſome Occaſions, deign 
co turn friskiſh, and witty, in which 
2 they make juſt ſuch another Figure as 
Asp Ass, when he began to fawn. To 
compleat the Abſurdity, They would, 
even, in their Efforts againſt PoE TR, 
fain be poetical; like thoſe Gentlemen 
chat reaſon with a great deal of Zeal, 
Wand Severity, againſt Reaſon, 


That there are frequent, and notori- 
J cous, Abuſes of Porrxr is as true as that 
che beſt Things are moſt liable to that 
MNisfortune; but is there no End of that 
clamorous Argument againſt the Uſe 
of Things from the Abuſe of them? 


12 The Prtracen 3 
And yet, 1 hope, that no Man, who has 1 1 
the leaft Senſe of Shame in Him, will WM 
fall into 1t after the preſent, ſulphure- 1 
ous, Attacker of the Stage. an 


To in aſi no further on this Head, 7 
let Po ET RT, once more, be reſtored 
to her antient Truth, and Purity; let 
Her be inſpired from Heaven, and, in 
Return, her Incenſe aſcend thither; Let 
Her exchange Her low, venal, trifling, 
Subjects fot fuck as are fair, uſeful, 
and magnificent ; and, let Her execute J 
theſe ſo as, at once, to pleaſe, inſtruct, 
ſurprize, and aſtoniſn: and then, of 
Neceſſity, the moſt inveterate Ignorance, 
and Prejudice, ſhall be ſtruck Dumb; 
and Pokrs, yet, become the Delight & 

and Wonder, of Mankind. = 


But this happy Period I not to be 
expected, tillſome long-wiſhed, illuſtri- 
ous Man, of equal Power, and Benefi- | 4 | 
cence, riſe on the wintry World of Let- 
ters 


Y Tie xrAcz wy 
ers: One of a genuine, and unbound- 
Ned, Greatneſs, and Generoſity, of 
Mind; who, far, above all the Pomp, 
and Pride, of Fortune, ſcorns the little 
addreſsful, Flatterer; peirces thro' the 
XX diſguiſed, deſigning, Villain; diſcoun- 
tenances all the reigning Fopperies of a 
caſteleſs Age: and who, — his 
| WF Views into late Futurity, has — true 
ntereſt of Virtue, Learning, and Man- 
kind, intirely, at Heart = A Character 
o nobly defirable ! that to an honeſt 
Heart, it is, almoſt, incredibleyſa few 
could have the Ambition to deſerve it, 
fw ä Nothing can have a better Influence 
„ towards the Revival of PoE TR than 
che chufing of great, and ſerious, Sub- 
We jects; ſuch as, at once, amuſe the Fancy, 
8 enlighten the Head, and warm the 
E | Heart. | Theſe give a Weight, and 
8 Dignity, to the Poem: Nor is the 
8 Pleaſure, I ſhould ſay Rapture, both 
the Writer, and the Reader, feels, un- 
warranted by Reaſon, or followed b 
_— repentant / 


Py 
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on a dry, barren, Th eme, is looked up- .Y | 
on, by ſome, as the Sen of a happy, 
fruitful, Genius fruitful indeed j — ̃ 


like one of the pendant Gardens in 
Cbeapſide, water d, every Morning, by 11 


the Hand of the Alderman, Himſelf. 
And what are we commonly entertain'd 
with, on theſe Occaſions, ſave forced, 


unaffecting, Fancies; little, glittering i 


Prettineſſes; mixed Turns of Wit, and 
Expreſſion ; which are as widely diffe- 
rent from Native PoE TRT, as Buf- 
foonery is from the Perfection of human 
Thinking? A Genius fired with the 
Charms of Truth, and Nature, is tu- 1 
ned to a ſublimer Pitch, and ſcorns to 
aſſociate with ſuch Subjects 

cannot more emphatically recom- 
mend this Poetical Ambition than by 
the four following Lines from Mr. 
Hill's Poem, called, The Judgment Day), 
which is fo ſingular an Inſtance of it. 


For 


The PREFACE. Is 
| For Me, ſuffice it to have taught my Muſe, 


4 The tuneful Triflings of her Tribe to ſhun; 
And raisd her Marmih ſuch Heavenly Themes 5 


4 1 
4, in paſt Ages, the beſt Garlands won. 
I [I know no Subject more elevating, 


more amuſing; more ready to awake the 


poetical Enthuſiaſm, the philoſophical 


Reflection, and the moral Sentiment, 
7 than the Works of Nature. Where can 
ve meet with ſuch Variety, ſuch Beauty, 
ſuch Magnificence ? All that enlarges, 


and tranſports, the Soul? What more 


WT inſpiring than a calm, wide, Survey of 
Them? In every Dreſs Nature is 
greatly charming! whether ſhe puts on 
the Crimſon Robes of the Morning! 
the ſtrong Effulgence of Noon! the 


ſober Suit of the Evening ! or the deep 
38 Sables of Blackneſs, and Tempeſt ! 
How gay looks the Spring! how glori- 
3 ous the Sammer! how pleating the 
Autumn! and how venerable the Win- 
ter! — But there is no thinking of theſe 
Things without breaking out into Pox- 


B 2 TRY ; 


16 The PREFACE. 

TRY; Which is, by the bye, a plain, 
and undeniable, Argument of their 9 N 
ſuperior Excellence. 7 | 

For this Reaſon the beſt, both An- WM 
tient, and Modern, Pok Ts have been 
paſſionately fond of Retirement, and 
Solitude. The wild romantic Country 
was their Delight. And they ſeem ne- 
ver to have been more happy, than 
when loſt in unfrequented Fields, far 8 
from the little, buſy, World, they were 
at Leiſure, to meditate, and {ling the 
Works of Nature. E | 

The Book of Fob, that ankle, and 
antient, Poem, which, even, ſtrikes fo 
forcibly thro' a mangling Tranſla- i 
tion, is crowned with a Deſcription of 
the grand Works of Nature; and that, 
too, from the Mouth of their A1- 
MIGHTY AUTHOR. 

It was this Devotion to the Works 
of Nature that, in his Georgrcks, in- 
ſpired the rural Virgil to write ſo in- 
imitably ; ; and who can forbear joining 
5 with 


The Puxraek“ "I 


ith him in this Declaration of his, 
hich has been the Rapture of Ages. 


vera primum dulces ante omnia Muſe, 
Quarum Sacra fero ingenti perculſus Amore, 
Lccipiant; Cælique Vias et Sidera monſtrent, 
Defectus ſolis varios, Luneque labores : 
9 Unde tremor Terris: qua vi Maria alta tume- i, 
Lian EE 
I Glicibus ruptis, rurſuſque in fr e 2 
Aud tantum Oceano properent ſe tingere ſoles 


— 


W Sin, bas ne poſſim Nature accedere Partes, 
Firigidus obſtiterit circum Præcordia ſanguis ; 
RKNura mihi et rigui placeant in valibus amis 
Flumina amem ſilvaſque inglorius. 


Which may be Engliſhed thus. 


= 2 may the Muſes, my ſupreme Delight] 
4 4 1 IVhoſe Prieſt Jam, ſinit with immenſe Deſire, 
Hatch to their Care; the Starry Tracts 4 if 
cloſe, 
| The Sun's Diſtreſs, the Labours of the Mw : 
hence the Earth quakes : and by what Force 
the Deeps 
| Heave at the Rocks, then on Themſelves reflow : 
1 f 2 Winter- Suns zo plunge in Ocean ſpeed: 

q | And what retards the lazy Summer-Night. 
But, leaſt I foonld theſe myſtic-Truths attain, 


1 Hyberni: vel que tardis Mora Noctibus obſtat. 
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If the cold Current freezes round my Heart, I | 
The Country Me, the brooky Vales may plu 
Mid Woods, ons Streams, unknown.—— 9 


without * the Freedom to or | * 
my moſt ſincere, and grateful, Acknow- 1 
ledgments to all thoſe Gentlemen who ſt 
have given my firſt Performance ſo f. 2 
vourable a Reception. = 
It is with the beſt Pleaſure, anda riſing 
Ambition, that I reflect on the Honour 
Mr. Hill has done me, in recommending 
my Poem to the World, after a manner =» 
ſopeculiar toHimſelf; than whom, none 2 t 
approves, and obliges, with a nobler, anld 
more unreſerving, Promptitude of Soul. 
His Favours are the very ſmiles of Hu- 
manity; graceful, and eaſy; flowing from, 
and to, the Heart. This agreeable Train 
of Thought awakens naturally in my 
Mind all the other Parts of his great, 
and amiable, Character, which I know WF 
not well how to quit, and yet dare not 
here purſue. 2Z 
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The PREFACE 19 
Every Reader, who has a Heart to 
e moved, muſt feel the moſt gentle 
Power of Por TRT, in the Lines, 
3 with which Mira has graced my Poem. 
1 It perhaps, might be reckoned Vani- 
9 y, in me, to ſay how richl y J value the 
Approbation of a Gentleman of Mr. 
Lalloch's fine, and exact Taſte, fo juſt- 
dear, and valuable, to all thoſe that 
ave the Happineſs of knowing Him; 
and who, to ſay no more of Him, will 
bundantly make good, to the World, 
ie early Promiſe, his admired Piece of 
illam and Margaret has given. 

Bl only wiſh my Deſcription of the 
Farious Appearance of Nature in 

NVimer, and, as J purpoſe, in the o- 
der Seaſons, may have the good For- 
Pune, to give the Reader ſome of that 
rue Pleaſure, which They, in their agree- 
ble Succeſſion, are, always, ſure to in- 
pire into my Heart. 
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Slight ſuch deluſive Props, and ſtand alone. 
Fruitleſs Dependance oft has found too late, 


Even Kings, from whoſe high Source all Honours foul Fd 


Divinely proud of independant Will, 
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To Mr. THOMSON, 
Doubt ful to what Patron he ſhould abr 4 | 
bis Poem, call'd, WiNTE R. 3 
Ome takes; atlas; have Skill to ids tis true 1 4 


Vet no mean Proſpect bounds the Muſe v 3 
Firm in your native Strength, thus nobly ſnewn, 


That Greatneſs rarely dwells among the Great. 
Patrons are Nature's Nobles, not the State's, 
And W:t's, a Title no Broad Seal creates: 


Are poor in Power, when they wou d Souls beſton * 


Heedleſs of Fortune, then loo down on State, 9 
Balanc d, within, by Reaſon's conſcious Weight: 


Prince of your Paſſions, live their Sovereign full. . 
He who ſtoops, ſafe beneath a Patron's Shade, 
Shines like the Moon, but by another's Aid: 
Free Truth ſnou' d, open, and unbyas'd ſteer, 
Strong, as Heaven's Heat, and as its Brightneſs cleuf 


O, ſwell not then, che Boſoms of the Vain, 
With falſe Conceit that you Protection gain: 
Poets, like you, their own Protectors ſtand, 
Plac'd above Aid from Pride's inferior Hand. 
Tims 


7 Time, that e the Lord's unlaſting Name, 
han 1 Her ſoundleſs Depth, to float * Fame. 
On Verſe like yours no Smiles, from Power, expect, 
Porn with a Worth that doom d you to Neglect: — 
er, wou'd your Wit, be nois'd, reflect no more; 
Neet the ſmooth Veil of Flattery ſilk you oer: 
WP ply attach'd, the Court's ſoft Climate try, 
earn your Pen's Duty from your Patron's Eye. 
Ductile of Seul, cach' pliant Purpoſe wind, 

And tracing Intereſt cloſe, leave Doubt behind; 
hen ſhall your Name ſtrike loud, the Publick Ear? 
A or through Good fortune, Virtue's ſelf ſhines clear. 


52 | But, in defiance of our Taſte, to charm! 

WP Ind Fancy's Force with Judgment Caution arm! 

8 D iſturb, with buſy Thought, ſo lull d an Ape !. 
nd plant ſtrong Meanings o'er the peaceful Page! 
TY Impregnate Sound, with Senſe! teach Nature Art! 
And warm even WINTER, till it thaws the Heart! 
ou cou d you thus, your Country's Rules tranſgreſs, 
ret think of Patrons, and * Succeſs? 
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| O gaudy Summer, veil thy bluſhing Head, 


Till Nature fade — and all the Seaſons die. 


To Mr. THOMSON, 
On his Blooming WI NT k R. 
Dull is thy Sun, and all thy Beauties dead: 


From thy ſhort Nights, and noiſy, mirthful, Day, 7 | * 
My kindling Thoughts, diſdainful, turn away Wi 


„ , 
Sa 


Majeſtic Minter with his Floods appears, 
And o'er the World his awful Terrors rears ; 4 
From North to South, his Train diſpreading, ſlow, 1 
Blue Froſt, bleak Rain, and fleecy- footed Snow. . Ml 


In Thee, ſad Winter, T a Kindred find, 
Far more related to poor human Kind; 
To Thee my gently-drooping Head IT bend, 
Thy Sizh my Siſter, and thy Tear my Friend : 
On Thee I ſe, and in thy haſtening Sun, 
See Life expiring cer 'tis well begun. 


_ 

r 
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Thy ſickening Ray, and venerable Gloom, 
Show Life's laſt Scene, the ſolitary Tomb ; 
But thou art ſafe, ſo ſhaded by the Bays, 
Immortal in the nobleſt Poets Praile ; | 
From Time and Death, He will thy Beauties ſave; iſ 
Oh may ſuch Numbers weep o'er Mira's Grave! 
Secure, and glorious, would her Aſhes lic, 


Mira 


us publiſhing ibe Second Edition of his 
Yy Poem, call d, WI NT E R. 


1 
2 71 


Harm' d, and inſtructed, by thy powerful Song, 
have, unjuſt, with-held my Thanks too long: 
b r his Debt of Gratitude, at length, receive, | 
—WWtmly ſincere, tis all thy Friend can give. 


ry Worth new lights the Poet's darken'd Name, 
a ſhews it, blazing, in the brighteſt Fame. 


| if bro” all tby various Winter, full are found 


9 lagnificence of Thought, and Pomp of Sound, 


_— 


L 


er Depth of Senſe, Expreſſion's hightening Grace, 
ad Goodneſs, eminent in Power, and Place! 

r this, the Wise, the Knowing Few, commend 
ich zealous Joy — for Thou art Yertue's Friend: 
en Age, and Truth ſevere, in reading Thee, 
eat Heaven inſpires the Muſe, convinc'd, agree. 
Thus I dare ſing of Merit, faintly known, 
riendleſs — ſupported by its ſelf alone: 
or Thoſe, whoſe aided Will could lift thee high, 
Wn Fortune, ſee not with Diſcernment's Eye. 

Nor Place, nor Power, beſtows the Sight refin'd ; 


Nad Wealth enlarges not the narrow Mind. 


o 


FF 


888 mn 
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How couldſt thou think of ſuch, and write ſo well? 
Or hope Reward, by daring to exccll ? 
„ \ | Ua. 


- Unskilful of the FOR ! 8 to gain, 
Thoſe Favours, which the fawning Baſe obtain! 
A thouſand, ſhameful, Arts, to thee unknown, 
Falſhood, and Flattery, muſt be firſt thy own. 
If thy lovd Country lingers in thy Breaſt, 

Thou muſt drive out th'-unprofitable Gueſt : - 
Extinguiſh each bright Aim, that kindles there, 
And center in thy ſelf thy every Care. 


; 
2 
e 
ES 
7 W. 4 
MM 
Ji M6 80 
8 
| 5 


But hence that Vileneſs— pleas'd to charm Mar = * 


Caſt each low Thought of Intereſt far behind: 
Neglected into noble Scorn — away \ 
From that worn Path, where vulgar Poets ſtray: 
Inglorious Herd i profuſe of venal Lays j 


And by the Pride deſpis'd, they ſtoop to praiſe A 
Thou, careleſs of the Stateſman's Smile, or Frown, 1 
Tread that ſtrait Way, that leads to fair Renowu 


By Vertue guided, and by Glory fir d, 

And, by reluctant Envy, flow admir'd, 

Dare to do well; and in thy boundleſs Mind, 
Embrace the general Welfare of thy Kind : 
Enrich them with the Treaſures of thy Thought, 


What Heaven approves, and what the Muſe has | 


Where thy Power fails, unable to go on, (raught, 
Ambitious, greatly w:/ the Good undone. _ 
So ſhall thy Name, thro' Ages, brightening ſhine, 
And diſtant Praiſe, from Morth unborn, be thine: 
So ſhalt thou, happy! merit Heaven's Regard, 
And find a glorious, tho' a late Reward. 
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Vullen, and fad ; with all his riſing 
4 Train, 
Vapours, and Clouds, and Storms : Be theſe my 
— 


D Theſe, 


renn n 
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26 II 
Theſe, that exalt the Soul to ſolemn Thought, 


And heavenly muſing. Welcome kindred Gloom 


wich d, witty, Horrors, hail!-- With frequent | 
Pleas'd, have I, in my chearful Morn of Life, 4 
When, nurs d by careleſs Solitude, T livd, 
And ſung of Nature with unceaſing Joy, 


Pleas d, have I wander'd thro your rough Domain: 


Trod the pure virgin Snows, my ſelf, as pure: i 


Heard the Winds roar, and the big Torrent burſt: Wi 


Or ſeen the deep, fermenting Tempeſt brew'd, 
In the red, evening, Sky.— Thus paſs'd the Time 4 N 
Till, thro' the opening Chambers of the South, 


Look d out the joyous Spring, look d our, and ſmild 


Thee too, Inſpiter of the toiling Swain! 
Fair AUTUMN, yellow-rob'd! T'll ſing of thee) 


4: Po „ TI "AP 5 
f thy laſt; equal, Days, and clouded Calms; 
Then all the golden Hours are on the Wing, 

| . ttending thy Retreat, and round thy Wain, 


4 low-rolling, onward to the Sourhern Sky. 


Mark, how the well pois'd Hornet hovering, 
hangs, 

ich quivering Pinions, in the genial Blaze; 
ies off, in airy Circles: then returns, 

Ind hums, and dances to the beating Ray; 
or ſhall the Man, that, muſing, walks alone, 


Ind, heedleſs, ſtrays within his radiant Liſts, 
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0 unchaſtis d away — Sometimes a Fleece 
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F Clouds, wide-ſcattering, with a lucid Veil, 
ght, ſhadow o'er th' unruffled Face of ee 3 
ber nd thro their dewy Sluices, ſhed the Sun, = 
1 Fo 
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To tread low- cthoughted Vice beneath their Feet: 


And woo lone Quiet, in her ſilent Malls. 


Oft let me wander o'er the ruſſet Mead, 


— — EP = of 

ACTECSRER Er; 

— — R 
8 1 F 

3 2 7 ee 8 


With temper'd Influence down. Then is the Tim: 


For thoſe, whom Wiſdom, and whom Nature charm 


TT 


To ſteal themſelves from the degenerate Croud, 


And ſoar above this little Scene of Things; 


To ſooth the throbbing Paſſions into Peace, 


Now, ſolitary, and in penſive Guiſe, 


Or chro the pining Grove; where ſcarce is heard 
One dying Strain, to chear the V oadman's Toil: 4 
Haply, ſome widdow'd Songſter pours his Plaint, | 
Far, thro' the withering Copſe. Mean while 1 

Leaves, 


That, late, the Foreſt clad with lively Green, 
Nip 
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g ; Nipt ths the arizzl Night, and Sallow:hw'd; 4 
| Fall wavering thro' the Air ; or ſhower amain, 
rg'd by the Breeze, that ſobs amid the Boughs. 

| j Then liſtening Hares forſake the ruſling Woods, 

| | | Fwy ſtarting at the frequent Noiſe, eſcape 

| [To the rough Stubble, and the ruſhy Fen. 

| | Then Woodcocks, o'er the fluctuating Main, 

; That elionners to the Glimpſes of the Moon, 

4 Stretch their long Voyage to the woodland Glade: 
5 | Where, wheeling with uncertain Flight, they mock 
d 1 The nimble Fowler's Aim. Now Nature droops; 
1 4 Languiſh the living Herbs, with pale Decay: 
And all the various Family of Flowers 

| | Their ſaney Robes reſign. The falling Fruits, 

by hro' the ſtill Night, farſake the Pra Mats 
That, in the firſt, grey, Gilanons of the Dawn, 
Looks 
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WINTER 


Looks wild, and wonders at the wintry Waſte: 


The Ear, yer pleaſing, but declining faſt, 


Soft, oer the ſecret Soul in gentle Gales, 


A Philoſophic Melancholly breathes, | 
And bears the ſwelling Thought aloft to Heaven. c f 


Then forming Fancy rouſes to conceive, 


What never mingled with the Vulgars Dream: 


Then wake the tender Pang, the pitying Tear, 


The Sigh for ſuffering Worth, the. Viſb prefer d 


For Humankind, the Foy to ſee them bleſs'd, 


And all the Social Off-ſpring of the Heart ! 


Oh! bear me then to high, embowering Shades; 


To twilight Groves, and viſionary Vales; 


To weeping Grottos, and prophetick Glooms ; 
Where 


A Porm 31 
Www here Angel-Forms are ſeen, and Voices heard, 
7 Sigb'd in low Whiſpers, that abſtract the Soul, 


rom outward Senſe, far into Worlds remote. 


Now, when the Weſtern Sun withdraws the Day, 
3 And humid Evening, gliding o er the Sky, 

f n her chill Progreſs, checks the ſtraggling Beams, 
5 ; And their moiſt Caprives frees; where Waters ooze, 
F here Marſhes ſtagnate, and where Rivers wind, 

; luſter. the rolling Fogs, and ſwim along 

* he dusky mantled Lawn: then ſlow deſcend, 
Once more to mingle with their Watry Friends. 

s The vivid Stars ſhine out, in brightening Files; 


ind boundleſs Ether glows, till the fair Moon 


Shows her broad Viſage, in the crimſon'd Eaſt ; 


oo} Now, 
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With Fogs bedim'd, portends a beauteous Day. 


32 W 1.0: 47 BR. 
Now, ſtooping, ſeems to kiſs: the paſſing Cloud: N 
57 


Now, o'er the pure Cerulean, rides ſublime. 


Wide, the pale Deluge floats, with filver Waves, 


O'er the sky'd Mountain, to the low-laid Vale ; 


From the white Rocks, with dimRefleQion, gleams, | VV 


And faintly glitters thro' the waving Shades. 


All Night, abundant Dews, ynnoted, fall., 
Thar, lighted by the Morning's Ray, impearl W 
The Face of Mother-Earth; from every Branch a 8 
Depending, tremble the tranſlucent Gems, 4 D 


And, twinkling, ſeem to fall away, yet cling, 5 


And ſparkle in the Sup, whoſe riſing Eye, 


i 
8 
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Now, roving Youth, whom headlong Paſſionsf 


15 Rouſ 


V 


'S 


1. ouſe the wild Game, and ſtain the guiltleſs Grove, 
With Violence, and Death; yet call it Sport, 
1 o ſcatter Ruin thro the Realms of Love, 

und Peace that thinks no III: But rheſe, the Muſe, | 
" | Whoſe Charity, unlimited, extends 


\s wide as Nature works, diſdains to ſing, 


Rneturning to her nobler Theme in view, 


WINIX R! who rides along the darken d Air, 
Pans the gloomy Blaſt. Firſt Rains obſcure 
rive thro the mingling Skies, with Tempeſt foul; 
| Bear on the Mountain s Brow, and ſhake the Woods, 
W Thar ſounding, wave below. Th? unũighely Plain 
Lies nen and loſt. The bellying Clouds 
Combine, and deepening into Night, hut up : 
The Day's fair Face, The Wanderers of Heaven; 
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Hangs o'r the enlivening Blaze, and, taleful, there, 


And much he laughs, nor recks the Storm that blows 
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Each to his Home, retire ; fave thoſe that love Fre 


To take their Paſtime in the troubled Air, (, 


Or, skimming, flutter round the dimply Flood. 


The Cattle, from the untaſted Fields, return, 


> 
7 
* 


And ask, with meaning Low, their wonted Stalls; | 


Or ruminate in the contiguous Shade : 


Thither, the houſhold, feathery, People croud, 


The creſted Cock, with all his Female Train, 


Penſive, and wet. Mean while, the Cottage- Swain | ; 
Recounts his ſimple Frolick: Much he talks, 


Without, and rattles on his humble Roof. 


Ar laſt, the muddy Deluge pours along, 
Reſiſtleſs, roaring ; dreadful down it comes E 


From 


9 Por - Wd -. 
From the chapt Mountain, and the moſſy Wild, 


| — thro” Rocks abrupt, and ſounding far: 


Then o er the fanded Valley, floating, ſpreads, 
Cam, ſluggiſh, * till again conſtrain'd, 


Betwixt two mecting Hills, it burſts away, 


'l | IWhercRocks/ af Woods, o'crhang the turbid Stream. 
| There gathering triple Force, rapid, and deep, 


lt boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders thro. 


Nature ou Parent! whoſe directing Hand 


| | Rol — the Seaſons of the changeful Year; 

f [How mighty ! how majeſtick are thy Works! 
witch what a pleaſing Dread they ſwell the Soul, 

| That ſees, aſtoniſh'd! and, aſtoniſh'd ſings! 

| Yau too, o Winds ! that now begin to blow, | 
With baiſterqus Sweep, I raiſe my Voice to you. 


SY Þ Where 
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Where are your Stores, ye viewleſs Brings / 5 


Where your aerial Magazines reſery'd, He 
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Againſt the Day of Tempeſt perilious ? 
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In what untravel'd Country of the Air, 
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Huſh'd in ſtill Silence, ſleep you, when tis calm? 
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Late, in the louring Sky, red, fiery, Streaks 
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Begin to fluſh about; the reeling Clouds 
Stagger with dizzy Aim, as doubting yet 
Which Maſter to obey: while riſing, ſlow, 
Wl Blank, in the Leaden- colour d Eaſt, ib Moon 
Wears a wan Circle round her ſully'd Orb. 
Then iſſues forth the Storm, with mad Controul, 
And the chin Fabrick of the pillard Air 


Oerturns, at once. Prone, on the paſſive Main, 


. 


Deſcends th! Etherial Force, and plows its Waves, 


1 In 


4 Porn 


In frightful Furrows : From the brawling deep, 


Heavd to the Clouds, the watry Tumult comes. 

W Rumbling, the Wind-ſwoln Billows, rowl, immenſe, 
| And, on th evaniſh'd Veſſel, . fierce, 

; Their Terrors chunder, thro the. proſtrace Soul 
of feeble Man, amidſt their Fury caught, 

| And, dach d upon. his. rate: Then, oer the Clif, 
Where dwells the Sea-Mew, unconfin d, they fly, 
And, hurrying, ſwallow up the ſteril Shore. | 


The Mountain . and all its ſturdy Sons 
Been to the Bottom of che Rocks they ſhade: 
Lone, on its Midnight-Side, and all aghaſt, 

The dark, way-faring, Stranger, breathleſs, toils, 


And climbs againſt the Blaſt —— 


Low, waves the rooted Foreſt, vex'd, and ſneds 
| Whar 


- 
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What of its leafy Honours yet remains, 
Thus, ſtruggling thro the diſſipated Grove, 
The whirling Tempeſt raves along the Plain; 
And, onthe Cottage thacht, or lordly Dome, 
Keen-faſtening, ſhakes 'em to ts ſolid Baſe. 


i 
2 
7 


Sleep, frighted, flies; the hollow Chimney howlz | 
The Windows rattle, and the Hinges creak. | 


Then, too, they ſay, thr all the burthen'd Ai, 
Long Groans are heard, ſhrill Sounds, and diſtant} 
Sighs, : 
That, murmur'd by the Demon of the Night, 
Warn the devoted Wretch of Woe, and Death! 
Huge Uproar lords it wide: the Clouds commit, 
With Stars, ſwift-gliding, ſweep along the Sky. 


All Nature reels —Till Nature's KIN G, who of. 
Amid 


WI 
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mid tempeſtuous Darkneſs dwells, alone, 
And, on the Wings of the careering Wind, 


| Walks dreadfully ſerene, commands a Calm; 


\nd, ſtrait, Earth, Sea, and Air, are huſh'd, at ones. 


As yet, 'tis Midnight's Reign ; the weary Clouds, 
| low meeting, mingle into ſolid Gloom: 
ow, While the drouſy World lies loſt in Sleep, 


li, Net me aſſociate with the low. brow'd Night, 


ant WA nd Contemplation, her ſedate Compeer ; 
Let me ſhake off th intruſive Cares of Day, 


nd lay the medling Senſes all aſide. 


And now, ye lying Vanities of Life! 
ou ever-tempting, ever-cheating Train! 


here are you now Þ-and what is your Amount? 


Vexation, 
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Vexation; Dif: appointment, and Remorſe. 


Sad, fickenivg, Thought ! and yet, deluded M l 


A Scene of crude, disjointed, Viſions paſt, 
And broken Slumbers, riſes, till, reſoly'd, 


With new-fluſh'd Hopes, to run your giddy Round ; 


Father of Light, and Life! Thou Good Supremt! : 


O!] teach me what is Good ! teach me thy ſelf! E 


Save me from Folly, Vanity and Vice, 


From every low Purſuit ! and feed my Soul, 


With Knowledge, conſcious Peace, and Vertue pu 


Sacred, ſubſtantial, * Bliſs!- 


Dun, from the livid Eaſt, or piercing North, 


7 


Thick Clouds aſcend, in whoſe capacious Womb 


A vapoury Deluge lies, to Snow congeal d: 


en 
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eavy, they roll their fleecy World along; 

a | And the Sky faddens with th' impending Storm. 

WT hco' the huſh'd Air, the a Shower deſcends, 
\c firſt, chin-wavering ; till, at laſt, the Flakes 
dF all broad, and wide, and faſt, dimming the Day, 
F Vith a continual Flow. Blackening, they melt, 
\long the * Stream. The leafleſs Woods 
Wow their hoar "RY And on the languid Sun, 
aint, from the Weſt, emit his evening Ray, 
oaks univerſal Face, deep-hid, and chill, 


* 


un [s all one, dazzling, Waſte, The Labourer- Ox 
Stands cover'd o'er with Snow, and then demands 
The Fruit of all his Toil. The Fowls of Heaven, 
amd by the cruel Seaſon, croud around 

he winnowing Store, and claim the little Boon 


hat Providence allows. The Red. Breaſt, ſole, 
F Wiſely 


_ 
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Wiſely regardful of th' embroiling Sky, 


= 5 
In joyleſs Fields, and thorny Thickets, leaves 
His ſhivering Fellows, and to 7raſted Man 


His annual Viſit pays: New to the Dome, 


| Againſt the Window beats; then, brisk, alights | 
On the warm Hearth, and, hopping oer the Floor 
Eyes all the ſmiling Family, askance, 
And pecks, and ſtarrs, and wonders where he is: 
Till, more familiar grown, the Table-Crumbs 
Attract his ſlender Feet. The foodlefs Wilds | 
Pour forth their brown Inhabitants; the Hare, 
Tho timorous of .Heart, and hard beſet 

By Death, in various Forms, dark Snares and Dogs -r. 
And more unpitying Men, the Garden ſreks, T] 
Urg'd on by fearleſs Want. The bleating Kind 

Eye the bleak Heavens, and next, the gliſtening Earth 
Wich 


oich Looks of dumb Deſpair ; ; then ad, diſpers'd, 


Dig, for the wither'd Herb, thro' Heaps of Snow. 


wich Food, at will: Lodge them below the Storm, 


bY The Valley to a ſhining Mountain ſwells, 


And watch them ſtrict; for, from the bellowing Eaſt, 


In this dire Seaſon, oft the Whirlwind's Wing 
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Now Shepherds, to your helpleſs Charge be kind; 


Baffle the raging Year, and fill their Pens 


| 
[ 
1 
| 
0 
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weeps up the Burthen of whole wintry Plains 


In one fierce Blaſt, and o'er th! unhappy Flocks, 


id in the Hollow of two neighbouring Hills, 


The billowy Tempeſt whelms ; till, upwards urg'd, 


That curls irs Wreaths amid the freezing Sky. 


F 2 -< = 


= YI NETS 
In Nuſſias wide, immeaſurable, Moors, 
Where WINTER keeps his unrejoicing Court, 
And in bis airy Hall, the loud Miſrule 
Of driving Tempeſt is for ever heard: | Bu 
Scen, by the wilder'd Traveller, who roams, A 
Guideleſs, the Yew-clad, ſtony, Waſtes, the Bear, An 
Rough Tenant of theſe Shades ! ſhaggy with Ice, NN. 
And dangling Snow, ſtalks thro' ha Woods, forlorn, 
Slow-pac'd, and "IAEA as the Storms nw Ke 
He makes his Bed beneath th' inclement Wreath, Al 
And ſcorning che Complainings of Diſtreſs, 


Hardens his Heart againſt aſſailing Want. 


Or from the cloudy Alps, and Appenine, 
Capt with grey Miſts, and everlaſting Snows, 


Where Nature in ſtupendous Ruin lyes ; 


And 
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\nd from the leaning Rock, on either Side, 
uſh out thoſe Streams that claſſic Song ini : 
[4 ruel as Death! and hungry as the Grave! 
Burning for Blood ! bony, and ghaunt, and grim |} 
Aſſembling Wolves, in torrent Troops, deſcend, 
„ And ſpread wide-waſting Deſolation round. 
» MW Nought their Courſe withſtand. They bear 
1. along, 
Keen, as the North - Wind ſweeps the gloſſy Show: 
All is their Prize. They faſten on the Hera, 
Preſs him to Earth, and pierce his mighty Heart. 
Nor can FE Bull his awful Front defend, 
Or ſhake the murdering Savages away. 
Rapacious, at the Mother's Throat they fly, 
And tear th' ſcreaming Infant from her Breaſt, 
The Cod lile Face of Man avails him Nought. 


nd Even 


aw VINrES VN 
Even Beauty, Force Divine ! at whoſe bri ght Glance, 
The generous Lyon ſtands in ſoften'd Gaze, 
Here bleeds a hapleſs, undiſtinguiſh'd, Prey. 
But if, appriz'd of the ſevere Attack, 
The Country be ſhut up ; lur'd by the Scent, 
On Church- Tards drear (Inhuman to relate!) 


The diſappointed Prowlers fall, and dig 
The ſhrowded Body from the Tomb, o'er which, 
Mix'd with foul Shades, and frighted Ghoſts, they 


howl. 


Now, all md the Rigours of the 8 
In the wild Depth of Winter, while Without 
The ceaſeleſs Winds blow keen, be my Retreat 
A rural, ſhelter d, ſolitary, Scene ; 
Where ruddy Fire, and beaming Tapers join 
To 


MA A chaſe the chearleſs Gloom: There let me fir, 


5 


And hold high Converſe with the mighty Dead, 


Sages of ancient Time, as Gods rever d, 


As Gods beneficent, who bleſt Mankind 

With Arts, and Arms, and humaniz'd a World. 
Rous'd at th' inſpiring Thought I throw aſide 
Thelong-· liv d Volume, and deep-muſing, hail | 
The facred Shades, that ſlowly-rifing, paſs 
Before my wondering Eyes — Firſt, Socrates, * 
Truth's early Champion, Martyr for his God: 
Solon, the next, who buile his Commonweal 

On Equity's firm Baſe : Lycurgus, then, 

Seyerely good; And him of rugged Rome, 
Numa, who ſoſten' d her rapacious Sons: 

Cimon, ſweet- ſoul d, and Ariſtides juſt ; 

With that attemper d' Heroe, mild, and firm, 


* Timoleon, Who 
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Pair Learning's Friend; who early ſought che Shads, 
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| Who wept: the Brother while the Brant bled: | 
Unconquer'd Cato, virtuous in Extreme: 


Scipio, the humane Warriour, gently brave, 


To dwell, with Innocence, and Truth, retir'd: 

And, equal to the beſt, the Thehan, He St 
Who, /ingle, rais'd his Country into Fame. 
Thouſands behind, the Boaſt of Greece and Rom, i 0 


Whom Vertue owns, the Tribute of a Verſe : 
Demand: But who can count the Stars of Heaven! S 
Who ſing their Influence on this lower World? ; 

| 


But ſee who yonder comes! nor comes alone, 
Wich ſober State, and of majeſtic Mien, 
The Siſter Muſes in his Train — 'Tis He! 

Maro! the Glory of the Poet's Art! 


Great her too appears, of daring Wing! 


Parent 


de 


TH 


rent 


| Parent of Song and, equal, by his Side . 


| Silence! thou lonely Power ! the Door be thine: 


12 A 4 Po E *. 10 1 oh | 49. | 
The Britiſh Muſe, join'd Hand in Hand, they walk, 


Darklng, nor miſs their Way to Fame's Aſcent. 


Society divine! Immortal Minds! 
Still viſit thus my Nights, for you reſery'd, 


And mount my ſoaring Soul to Deeds like yours. 


See, on the hallow'd Hour, that none intrude, 
Save Lycidas, the Friend, with Senſe refin'd, 
Learning digeſted well, exalted Faith, 


Unſtudy'd Wit, and Humour ever gay. 


Clear Froſt ſucceeds, and thro' the Blue Serene; 


For Sight too fine, th Ætherial Nitre flies, 
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To bake the Glebe, and bind the ſlipry Flood. 8 
This of the wintry Seaſon is the Prime Sov 
Pure are the Days, and luſtrous are the Nights, 
Radiant with ſtarry Worlds, till then unſeen. 
Mean while, the Orient, | darkly ei breathes forth 
An Icy Gale, that in its mid Career, 
Arteſts the bickering Stream. The nightly Sky, ; 
And all her glowing Conſtellations pour 0 
Their rigid Influence down: It freezes on, 
Till Morn, late-riſing, oer the drooping World, 
Lifts her pale Eye, unjoyous : Then appears 


The various Labour of the ſilent Night; 


The pendant Iſicle, the Froſt- Work fair, 


Where fancy d Figures riſe ; the cruſted Snow, | 
3 I 
Tho' white, made whiter, by the fining North, 
| ( 


And Gem: beſprinbled in the Mid-Day Beam. 
TH & O5 
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On blithſome Frolicks bent, the youthful Swains, 


While every Work of Man is laid at Reſt, 


Ruſh o'er the watry Plains, and, ſhuddering, view 
The fearful Deeps below: Or, with the Gun, 
And faithful Spanicl, range the ravag'd Fields ; 


And, adding to the Ruins of the Year, 


Diſtreſs the Feathery, or the Footed Game. 


Muttering, the Winds, at Eve, with hoarſer Voice, 
Blow, bluſtering, from the South—the Froſt ſubdu'd, 


Gradual, reſolves, into a trickling Thaw, 


2 
—— 


Spotted, the Mountains ſhine: Looſe Sleet deſcends, 
And floods the Country round: The Rivers ſwell, 
Impatient for the Day. Broke from the Hills, 

Oer Rocks and Woods, in broad, brown, Cataracts 
as = 
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A thouſand, Snow-fed, Torrents ſhoot, at once; I 


And, where they ruſh, the wide-reſoundingPlain N 


Is left one ſlimy Waſte. Thoſe ſullen Scas, A 
That waſh th ungenial Pole, will reſt no more Ml $ 
Beneath the Shackles of the widhty North; P 
Bur, rouſing all their Waves, reſiſtleſs heave, = N 


And hark !—the lengthening Roar, continuous, runs 1 


Athwart the rifted Main; at once, it burſts, 


And piles a thouſand Mountains to the Clouds! 


Ill fares the Bark, the Wretches? laſt Reſort, A 
That, loſt amid the floating Frag ments, moors. C 
Beneath the Shelter of an Icy Iſle ; 5 \ 


While Night o'erwhelms the Sea, and Horror looks L 
More horrible, Can human Hearts endure 0 
Th' aſſembled Miſchiefs that beſiege them round : 1 


Unliſtening Hunger, fainting Mearineſs, 


The 
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The Roar of Winds, and Waves, the Cruſh of Ice; 
Now, ceaſing, now, renew'd, with louder Rage, © n 
And belowing round the Main: Nations remote, 
Shook from their Midnight - Slumbers, deem they * 
Portentous Thunder in the gelid Sky. 

More to embroil the Deep, Leviathan, 

1s MW And his unweildy Train, in horrid Sport, 

Tempeſt the looſen d Brine ; while, thro' the Gloom, S 
lia, from the dire, unhoſpitable Shore, 

At once, is heard th' united, hungry, Howl, 
Of all the fell Society of Night. 

Yer, Providence, that ever-waking Eye, 


Looks down, with Pity, on the fruicleſs Toil 


Of Mortals, loſt to Hope, and /ghts chem ſafe, 
d: Thro' all this dreary DOI of Fate, 


Tis 
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And reigns, tremendous, 0 er the deſart Plains! 
How dead che Vegetable Kingdom lies! 
How dumb the Tuneful! Horror wide extends 
His ſolitary Empire — Now, fond Aan! 
Behold thy pictur d Life: Paſs ſome few Vears, | 
Thy flowering Spring, dy. ſhort-liv'd Summers 
[Strength, 
Thy ſaber Autumn, fading into Age, \ 


And pale, concluding inter ſhuts thy Scene, 


Thoſe Dreams of Greatneſs ? thoſe unſolid Hopes 
Of Happineſs: ? thoſe Longings after Fame? 
Thoſe reſtleſs Cares ? thoſe buſy, . buſtling Days? 


Fluteering: twixt Good, and IN, that ſhar'd thy Life? 


All, now, are e vaniſh! 2 ſole, ſurvives, 


| Ipmortal, 
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Tis done!-Dread WixTen has fubdu'l the Yea 


And ſhrouds Thee in the Grave-- Where now, are fled 


Thoſe d Lights of ſecret Guilt? thoſ; e veering Thoughts, ; 


ts, 


Immortal, Mankind 8 never-filing Friend, 
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His Guide t to Happineſs on high— and ſee! 


op he. * 
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Tis come, the Gli | 


Morn ! the ſecond Birth | 4 
Of Heaven, and Earth! = awakening Nature hears 
Th Almighty Trumper's Voice, and Karts to Li 
Renew'd, unfading · Now, th Eternal Scheme, 

Thar Dark Perplexity, that Myſtic Maze, 3 

Which Sight cou d never trace, nor Heart conceive, 

To Reaſor's Eye, refin' d, clears 1 up apace. 2 

Angels, and Men, aſtoniſh'd, pauſe ——and dread 


% 


To travel thro' the Depths of ones, 
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Untry d, unbounded. Ye vain Leni ! ſee, 


And, proſtrate in the Duſt, * that Potber, 0 1 


And . oft arraign . See now the < cn 


In Life, was, Gall, and Bircerpeſ of Soul: 75 5 1 
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_ Why the lone Wi dn, ad her hen pin'h is 
Ws * «th 5 
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In farving. Solirude; 1 while , 55 bi 3 
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In Palaces, lay prompring her low Thought tg 
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To | an: unreal Want; Why Heaven-born Fi th, 


"MP And Chain, prime Grace ! wore the red Marks; 
Of | Porſecutio 8 Scourge: g Why licensd Pain, r 
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IT That cruel Spoiler, that emboſon'd Fae, o x A , 


Imbitter F all our Bliſs. Ye Good Danes 
Le Noble Few! that here, unbending, land 

Beneath Life! 8 Preſſures — yet a little while, 1.87 l 
f And a your Woes are palt. Time willy 


And wind Eternity approaching, brings 
Lie undecaying, Love without Alay, * 4 


uee-flowing Joy, and Happineſs | ancere 74 1 
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